Ii8          THE  TALE  OF  BEOWULF

Hard   and   with   rings   bedight,   Heathobards*

treasure,

Whileas the weapons yet they might wield;
Till astray did they lead there at the lind-play
Their own fellows belov'd and their very own

lives.                                                               2040

For then saith at the beer, he who seeth the ring,
An ancient ash-warrior who mindeth of all
The spear-death of men; grim is he of mind;
Sad of mood he beginneth to tell the  young

champion,
Through the thought of his heart his mind there

to try,

The war-bale to waken, and sayeth this word:
Mayest thou, friend mine, wot of the war-sword,
That which thy father bore in the fight
Under the war-mask e'en on the last time,
That  the   dear  iron,  whereas   the   Danes  slew

him,                                                            2050

Wielded the death-field, since Withergyld lay,
After   fall   of   the   heroes,   the   keen-hearted

Scyldings ?
Now here of those banesmen the son, whoseso

he be,

All merry in fretwork forth on floor fareth;
Of the murder he boasteth, and that jewel he

beareth,